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BAT T L E 


WITH THE 


BOASTERS 


Arma virumqne cano, Troje qui primus ab oris 
Ttaliam, fate Profugns, — venit 
Zitora. Virg. Eneid. 


OASTS, and the Man I fing, whoſe 
Fame of late 
Has _ Scandal, ſhameful Lies, and 
ate 5 
Aſpers'd and ſcorn'd, for ſpeaking Truth 


conſeſ. s'd 5 


By Eg, S—mp—1n, H--!m—s, and by the rt: 
Envy'd, degraded, cenſur d, threaten'd, curſt ; 


And repreſented of all Men the worſt ! 


Long on the Seas of Emulation tofs'd, 

Thrown on the igu rant and pedantie Coaſt ; 
Attack d by Fools, by favage-Dunces molt : 

With Patience ſtruggling long, Abuſes bore ; 

But is refolv'd to bear the fame no more. 

O Muſe / the Miſchief, and the Caufes tell, 
Whence ſprung this Wrath, how all this Strife befel ; 
Whence all theſe foreign, and domeſtic Jarrs ? 

The Cauſe of all theſe mighty Paper Wars! 


Since 


** 


Abels Place, 

Cain knew hie Wife, Secd's rais'd, and Men encreaſe; 
A bleſſed ſome ! and ſome a curſed Race 

Palla preſi es o'er _ 2 3 

Eudy o er Ignorance, i Spite: 
Envy the Fiend of Diſcontent and Jarre, 4 

Has e er — Man 1 — at Wars, 

And Sons , Pri 

At thoſe of na ever take N 

At ſuch, who ſpeak bold Truths, and Title claim 

To Judgment, Merit, Virtue, Science, Fame. 
Hence all the Scandal of imperious Tongues, 
And, all the Poi ſon of reproachful Lungs. 

Great Sons of Envy, E---gl---4, S -mp--n, H-Im--s ! 

From hence *tis all your buſy-boaſting comes: 

Your Vaunts, your Din, and all your ſenſeleſs Rage, 

Which much, of late, have ſwell'd the angry Page. 

"Twas envious Tongues, long exercis'd in Spire, | 
*Gainſt Sons of Art, firſt tempted me to write; 

To ſpeak the Truth, and to defend the Cauſo 

Of Trojun- Hearth, hence all theſe Paper-Wars. 

That Trojan- Chief, who till in Science roves, 

And to be Victor in right-Reaſon loves; 

Aw'd by no Fr ffs by Scandal uncentreul'd, 

In Truch fill buſy, in Reſearches bold; 


His 
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ſtudi Mes hoe — 1 5 | 
Who, bed Aubors, . e.. 1 
is more ' 

> eding - how fwcll io the * 


| the th 
in this, bis Wedel ſore-Dejences 


The Grecian-Boaſts, in truſty trojan-Verſe. 
Achilles, Patroclus, Ulyſſes, all 

Thoſe fiftious Foes, H---/xs---5 is the Perſonal ; 
Hinz is the Man who lurks bebind the Screen, 
And boaſts, and fights, not willing to be ſeen ; 


Miſanthropus, and ons in his Brain ; 
And yet he fairly own'd it, at the End, 
Thoſe Trojans live ; but won't with them contend. 
Wha: mutt I all his Labour d- 


ing call ? 
Is it abſurd, or is't Nonſenſical ? 
Crack'd Reas'ning's than Breach of Grammar-Rule, 
For which a Boy is ſoundly laſh'd at School. 
How does he idly, page the 11th, prate, 5 


And laviſh Praiſe on's Book, at ſuch a rate ! 

Yer, in th' Apology, thoſe Words wou'd eat. | 
Grown conſcious of his Faults, he can't defend ; 

But begs that Critics kindly won d amend : | 
And yet to screen himſelf wou'd, too, pretend. 


H--Im---s 


* Mr. M- ln believes that Men ekway: and quotes 
Mir. Locke to prove it. * 
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Lin- be advis'd, Boy, never publiſh more, 
"Till you've more Judgment, Leamibe Grounds, in 


Ste ; l | 
"Till you have ſtudied Reas'ning better o'er. 
Trice Sy/lghies you've learn'd, or Caſe, or Tenſe ; 
But, by your leave, you are to ſcek in Senſe. 

No more, in Ale-houſcs, make fuch a Rout ! 
This in the Preſs, and this will next come out ; 
Nor advertiſe, fo boldly, nigh a Feaft, 

Ges metes, Ar counts, Aft colit, and the reft. 
By Itch of Praiſe, Men oft to Ruin run, 
And lofe thoſe Honours, which they'd juſtly won. 
With equal Grace, | might become the Bays, 


I always thought, that Heath was better known 
Than want to borrow Diction not his own ; 


But he's, x ſcems, in Language ignorant; 
Incident ! | 6 


Unskill d in Stops, 

Yet you allow he has Embelli ſhment. 
Fit nothing for the Prefs bimſelf, alone ! 
This is the Caſe of Sizzpſor, deſp'rate grown ; 
And H--im---s himſelf, has partly made it good, 
Who, for the Preſs, ne'er fitted as he ſhou d. 
Heath has no need of Helps to take his Part, 
He, of himſelf, can vex the Dunce s Heart! 
H-- lm --s, have a care! he'll break your Quarter-Staff ; 
On! how the Ribble then will ſhout and laugh! 
He'll thump your Fame, and knock T berſites down, 
That fiftious, ſaucy Miſchief making Clown. 
Gently my Mule, and from ſuch Language hold, 
My Bus'neſs is to Reaſon, not to Scold : 

Tho' H in- in railing, ſpends bis fruitleſs Spite ; 
My ooly Aim is Truth divinely bright. 

Goddeſs ! once more, aſſiſt me to rehearſe, 
And with Conviction fill my trojan- Verſe. 
Propitious Reaſon, lend your mighty Pow'r, 
And ſend down arrow'd Arguments a Show'r ; 
Thick, let them fall on H---5's guilty Head, 
And lend him to the Regions of the Dead; 


Where, 


; 


„ age » 
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Where, ſaſely landed on the Stygian Shore, 


He then, on Earth, can hate and boat no more; 
There, let him howl, and grin, and boaft, and roar! 


eh --— 
It what was publiſh'd, had but been correct. 


Need Cm care, or H-Im--s who will inſpect ? 


No 
If what is done be perfect and intire, 

more we gaze, the more we muſt admire ! 
If want of Skill, to cenſure Worth, declare, 
Truth, in her brighter Glories will appear. 
And, who InfpeRion ly ſhall retuſe, 
His Guilt ſuſpected, Scholars will accuſe. 
But he, who raves like Him -5 in his Defence, 
Con victs himſelf of Fraud, and Ignorance ; 
For, Books were made to read of Vien and Arts, 
And judging thence, we learn the Man of Parts : 
Without a Cenſor, Merit can't be known ; 
Then, criticifing is an Honour done. 


Without a Proof, the Sage and Dunce, the ſame ; 


Imperial Zr {gment tries twixt Fame and Fame. 
Remove, from hence, this arbitrative Rule, 
We can't diſcern the wile Man from the Fool; 
Nor can our Praiſes, or our Speech beſtow, 

In juſt Proportion, as we ought to do. 

He, who is wiſe, won't fear to be diſclos'd ; 
Bur publick Fools deferve to be expos'd. 
Beſides, a Book, that's publiſh'd to the Light, 
No more's the Author's, 'tis the Buyer's Right: 
Then, mayn't I praiſe, condemn, correct, deſpiſe 
What is my own? Deſtroy, or advertiſe ? 
Expoſe, defend, con burn, or upbraid, 
The very Thing, I bought, for which I paid ? 
Yes, angry V Im-+s, and g- too, | wi'l, 
And laugh and ſhake, til! I have had my fill: 
When all is done, Truth is the fame Truth, ſtill. 
Homer and Virgil wou'd at Critics laugh; 

But wiſer H Im- is all for 8 
S--mp--1n's _ roo, won't 

He s his dirty Vengeance at my Face. 
The little Dragon ſpits his Fire about ! 
This is the Tewple-Saint, 3 


ab ! fad Diſgrace ! 


-. 


g 


C 


Now, 


i» 
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Now, to my Theme and Hin s, I do return, 
© lay his Grammar gently is it's Urn; 
> next the boaſting Author, in his Turn. 

is nat ungencraus, or unc briſtian, 
To ſeize, and puniſh Falſhood wnere we can; 
But, this Complaint H-- bm--s ſends ” to the Skies, 
And loud, for Pity on a Sinner cries 
His Faults confeſs'd, and how he has deceiv'd, 
Yet, too, wou'd have his Ionocence belicv'd. 
The Frrors of the Preſs he calls upon. ; 
But no Excuſe for's not ing on. 
The Architect, who undertakes to rear 
A noble Dome, inſpefts his Workmen there; 
For ſhou'd the Columns. and the Arches riſe 
In itrange Diſorder to the vaulted Skies, 


The Dome wou'd ſh-ke beneath it's row'ring Height, 


A 4 crumbling Ruin, cruſh beneath its Weight; 
And, 'uſtly, wou'd be buried io the Fall, 

The Man whoſe Negligence occaſion d all: 

Or 1gn'rant, ſcarce an Order knew at all. 

A private Houſe, ill-rais'd, gives ſmal} Offence ; 
But Publick Strnffures are of Conſequence. 
Your Kick em- Jennys, or a bawdry Play, 

Are quick y built, or ſafely turn d away ; 

The Prody®t of an Hour or two each Day: 

But Domes of Grace, and Grammars Labour coſt, 
Tears and Experience, and of Care the mot. 
Not ev'ry Grecian. who can rear a Child, 

Can juſtly be, a Grammar Builder ftil'd ; 

Nor he who's vers'd in many a Grammar-R:!c, 
Is fit ro reign the Sov'reign of a School. 

Good Nature, Conduct, and a ſober Mind, 


Should be to Senſe, and folid Learning join'd. 


Theſe Virtues all unite, and many more, 

In the judicious learned Huli more; 

Whoſe juſt Example Thraſo ought to chuſe ; 
But much | feir he can't his Precepts uſe. 

His Pride, I've heard, is greater than his Care ; 
Aud he not quite fo Virtuous, as Severe : 

What moſt concerns mel he pretends to teach, 


Some Parts of Learning, much above his Reach. 


5 


297 <4 


*Tis ſpo hung Minds, deftcoying hopetu! Time, 
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Neceiving Touth ! there is no greater Crime ! 


Detrauding Reaſon, Genius, in their Prime. | 
Thus, ſome Qvacz-Vitt aim, Paticors takes in Hand, 
And m+ims or murders all in his Command. | 
But who is He, for Crimes of going to Church, 
Sound Bottoms (wirges, with tanauc-Birch ? 
Oncr, ſhew'd no Mercy to 'Squire Paſton's Son, 
And bears and ſtarves, when Dice againſt him run? 
And, now, the Author much expos'd and blown, ? 


Reſpect inſiſts on where his Name is kno'en ; 
Tho' he's the Jeſt of Clergy, "Squire and Clown. 
His Boys, cnrag d, now find his Want of T 


And by Advice will ſcourge him as they oughr. 

But, now, methinks, ſtrange ſounds of Din I hear, 7 
Hark! bow rhe Shouts come oudly bellowing near ; $ 
Hl and his boaſting Hoſt, in Arms ap 
Sce H--{xz--5, before, come riding on an A 
And Crouds of Mob attending, as they paſs. 

Now, ina Cloud, I'm out of Sight convey'd, 

Secure from Danger, by Minerve's Aid; 8 
Their Deeds I faw, and heard whate'er they ſaid. 
Thraſo, preſumptuous, ſhone abo e the reſt, 

And ſwaggering ſwell'd, in Norwieb-Sattin dreft ! 5 
With Flow 'rs o'er-ſpreading a fine fa ſhion'd Veſt; 

His Quarter Haff, in his uplifted Hand, 

The Bread of Boys, behold a pliant Wand. 

That which was deſtin'd. once, to crack a Crown ; 

But now ordain'd to thump and knock Folks down. 
Taree Peacocks Plumes kept nodding o'er his Head, 
Fix'd to his Scollop's Ca of Paper made; 
To ſhew that he could write, as weil as read. 


b 


A Birchin-Red, the Scepter of his Pride, 

T' affright and ſway, was buckl'd to his Side. 

Thraſonian Heroes, next, advance along, 

To grace the Show, and glad the threat ning Throng- 

Their Arms were Scandal, Impudence and Dirt, 

And ſuch as may do R tion Hurt. 

The Savage Dunces flock with grim Applauſe 

And draw their poiſon'd Arrows in their Cauſe. 

he Gelder's- Horn awakes them with Alarms! 

And ſwells their Pride 93 Charms; 
3 


All 


&® 
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The Leathern-Drum to make the hollow Bass ; 
But, above all, the Braying of the Afs. 

High o'er their Heads, their boatting Colours flew, 
And E gl A walk'd as Whiffler to the Crew. 
Pourtray'd aloft, a Monkey was difplay'd, 

Quite full as large as him that bore it, made. 
Orvls perch'd above, kept flapping with the Wind, 
Below were Serpents bifſhng, near the End; 

And here, and there, decipher'd up and down, 

A Bat was flying, or a Toad was blown. 

Now, Thraſo would have Baliam curvet fain, 


Al found at once, the Fife, and twang of Braſa, } 


A wice he refus'd, for which he ſmote him >; 


With Specches vain, be {trove to make him bou 
But tumbling Balaam brought him to the Ground. 
A dire Preſage l of what was ſtill to come, 

Their Hero fall'n, all halt and all are dumb. 

Thus, ſome Jack Pudding vaunting at a Fair, 
With Broom on Shoulder, and pedantic Air ; 

By's Brother Aſs borne up, above the Reſt, 

Where motley Sights enhance the Coxcomb-Jcft ; 
While Sharms — Salt-Box, and ſtrange Din conſound, 
And Oſtentation fills the Air with Sound; 

The lifred ZBoaſter ſwagg'ring as he rides, 


And ſtill to be railel'd he prides; 


His Bearer trips, he falls and breaks his Face, 
And for a while the Noiſe and Boaſting ceaſe. 
Thraf> recover'd ; but oppreſt with Cares, 
Addreft his Hoſt, and thus himſelt declares ; 
Our Buſineſs is to do whate'er we can, 

To wound, to puniſh, and deſtroy the Man ! 
Try all your Arts, my Heroes, on the Plain, 
Of Ignorance, defy, belie, be vain ; 

Be in your Exerciſes all expert, 

But moſt of all in that of throwing Dirt; 

Dur Empire let's defend, at any Rate, 

Which much has ſuffer d by the Trojan State: 
That bold Uſurper, who in Science roves, 
And to be buſy in Improvement loves ; 
Arm'd with the Truth! by Ignorance muſt fall; 
Or elſe in Time hel over run us all: 


Ilis 


ö al Mat Ak as = 
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His Thirſt of Knowledge bas reduc'd our 
Fetter d out Freedom, and our ne:gbb'ring 
Our Hopes of Trade, in Cenſure, has beguil” 
And all our Glory, and our Boaſting ſpoil'd : 
He ſaid, and twirl'd bis Wand, alofr, in Air; 
Applauſe enſu'd, all loud, approve the War. 
The Sartin-Hero, now began to blaze, j 


Towns ; 


He vaunts on Foot (his Bearer turn'd to graze) 

Th' attending Mob beheld him with Amaze. 

He moves along, before his foilowing Train, 
Advancing farther on the foggy Plain. 

Short on his Heel he turns, and loudly cres, 
(Drawing his Rod) my Boys to Exerciſe ! 

White Paper, now, they fix aloft in Air, 

The Emblem of a lifred Character; 

Ar this, by Turns, their Dirt and Fury fly, 

And all ro ftain, and wound, and tear it try. 
S$--mp--1n, the readicfit ot the dirty Crew, 

With Eyes uplifted, firſt, a Handful threw ; p 
It ſcatter'd well, but did not pierce it thro”. 
Monoculus, next, a Gall mau ſent, 

And Smithfield Heroes all their * Coxu-7--4 lent ; 
Bur, unſucceſsful, thoſe Endeavours prove, 

They over ſhot, and flung their Dirt above. 

E -gl--4, provok'd, laid his Fool's Colours down, 
And he muſt needs the Pow'r of Dirt make known : 
He upwards aims; but being weak and fmail, 

The half thrown Dirt, full on himſelf docs fail. 
Mean Time, the Paper from its Frame divides, 
And left the Nails, which pierc'd it thro” its Sides; 
Borne upwards by the Winds, it mocks their Sport ; 
And now, deceiv'd, they blame each other tor't. 

Ar this, their Bows, the Savage-Dunces bend, 
And high-above, à Flight of Arrows ſend ; 

In hopes that one might like |} Enrytion prove, 
When with his Bow he render d back the Dove: 
But miſt their Aim, yet not in vain their Power, 
The Boafters feel them falling in a Show's ! 


®* At the Red Cow in Smithfeld meet theſe bergic Dunces 
every Wedneſday Evening. 
| 4 femeus Archer in Virgif 36 Kneid. 
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Fr thoſe who, blindly, others wou'd defend, 

Ex poſe to Shame, an4 hurt them in the End. 

Thrafo, diſcourag d at the il} Succeſs, 

Corres his Heroes, and cou'd do no lefs ; 

Is this, ſays he, the beſt you all can do? 

Em like to conquer, if ye thus purſue ! 

If ye can't ſpoil a Charatter by force, 

How will you flay Man / bropus of courſe ? 

Betwixt each „he ſhouk an awful Nod, 

And witnefs'd his Difpleafure with his Rod. 

His Zuarter- Staff he takes in tother Hand, 

Come, come my Lads, fays he, obey Command ; 

Praiſe be his due, that Man ſhall have a Prize 

Who well jnvents, and moft the Truth belies. 

1 alledg'd, that Tmesteſold were gung. 

And that true Nenſenfe, all from S -12p--x ſprung. 

S -mp--n, that Eyes cou'dn't fee, and further ſaid, 

That he was not at all of Heath afraid. 

Moncculus, that Madness was but Wit, 

And docking Common Senſe, improving it; 

Locke's is a tireſome over-loaden Page; 

And none like Cave, his Maſter, charms the Age. 

Befides all theſe much in Defence, 

Was offer'd in the Cauſe of Ignorance ; 

Lies of all Shapes came tumbling from the Throng, 

Some newly cait, and others big with Young. 

Their Merits equal, 7hraſo gives a Clap, 

Each had his Praife, and each a fine Fuo!'s Cap; 

They poem on, in Honour of their King, 

Long live ! great Thraſfo, all their Voices ring. 
The Arts of Grinning, next ſucceed in Place, 

Each ſtrove to make an Ugly frightful Face; 

S-mp--1 here all excell'd ; firſt he would fneer, 

Then wring his Jaws, and grin from Ear to Ear ! 

Now, todefy the Truth ir comes in Courſe, 

All aid it bore with Impudence no Force ; 

And as their Pow'r in Ignorance was known, 

They'd blind by Im or run it down. 

Thraſo Applauſe beftows, then thus he ſpoke, 

Receive my Heroes, for your Pains hi, Book ; 


* Defence of H-- bnes's Grummam ar. 


Prepare 
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Prepare to give Truth Battle in the Morn, 
Soon, as . th' enlivening Gelder's Horn; 
Succeſs attend your Arms — loud Shours enſue ! 
He to his Teut, and next him all withdrew. 


Lon, in Truth's Cauſe, I have been put in Truft, 


And to defend her glorious Empire muſt ; 
Large Troops of Arguments, I do command, 
To guard the Coaſt of Art and Science Land; 
A pleaſant Country, ftretching far away, 
Waſh'd by the Waves of Emulation Sea; 
Lock'd by the Land of Ignurance and Pride, 
Where Lunces, Pedants, Fools and Fops refide. 
Pallas, above, had learn'd me what to do, 

And now, together, I my Forces drew ; 
Phebus, was juſt aſcended from the Seas, 

And o'er che Hills had darted forth his Rays; 
Juſt fill'd the promis'd Morning with freſh Light, 
And drawn afide the Curtain of the Night ; 
When [ beheld TÞrajo, and all his Holt, 
Advancing tow'rds the Scientific Coaſt; 

I hid my Troops, nor let them pet appear, 

Till Tyraſo, on the Land of Truth, drew near; 
Now, boldly, all the fteepy Banks aſcend, 
Which part the Stuprie from the Thinking Land: 
Entering, they boaſt, abuſe, degrade, annov, 
Tear Reaſon up, and growing Arts deſtroy ! 

Kill as they go, all Judgment, Wit, and Senſe; 
By th' Pow'r of Dulneſs, and of Impudence. 
Thraſo purſuing, as he thought, to Death, 
Truth, and her known Defender Trojan- Heath ; 
When, ſtrait ſuch potent Arguments ariſe, 

As him, and all his vaunting Holt ſurprize ! 
Thicker ! and Thicker yer! in Ranks they ſtand! 
And for the Batcle, wait but the Command. 
Famsg's Trumpet, loud, 
And now was urg'd the Cauſe of Truth at large. 
Each Argument unſheath'd Truth's faming-Sword ! 
All ruſh impetuous, at the boſtile Word. 

Now, in Truth's Armour clad, they me efpy, 
Againſt me, ſwift, their Dirt and Fury fly; 
But all in vain ; invulnerable, I. 

Dy Pallas Arts, I led my Forces on, 

Vor woy'd, in fingle Combat, Thrafo ſhun; 


proclaims the fatal Charge! 


16 Serays of Latin and Engliſh Verſe, &c. 


Each Argument, now fiercely does ergage ! 

And cut and wound with Truth's dividing Eag-! 

They ſneer, make Faces, grin with Mouths awry, : 
} 


In hopes t affright, look ugly, threat 'n, belie; 

But charging home ! they ſhrink, they run, they flie. 
Now routed all and drove from off the Plain, 

4 to the Ign' rant Land again; 

We ſtill purſue, nor gi ve them Time to » 

But force em 2 th” ignorant _s 6 

There trom Dunce Cliff, they all tall Head-long down, 
H--lm--s and his Hoſt, to fink or ſwim, or drown. 


A Tranſlation nd Paraphraſe of ſome SCR APS 
of Latin 22 Engliſh Verſe; found in the 
Time of the late Wars, an the Coal! of Igno- 
rance, /zppoſed to he Stolen to ſerve a Tarn 
withal. 


Pag. 4. ——Deſzvit in omnes 
Dum fe poſſe putat, nec Bellua ſævior ulla eft. 


Tranſlation. 
Of allthe ſavage Dunces of our Iſle, 
None is more brutiſh, in a monſtrous Stile ! 
Than H--lm--s, who blames thoſe Faults, where be 
moſt wile ! 
P. 5. Hoc ſcio pro certo, quod fi cumStercore certo, 
Vinco ſeu vincor, ſemper Ego maculor. 
For certain this I Inom, if I contend, 
H--1 M--S well flirr'd up, will ftink before I end. 


. % interritus e gi 
Quam mihi mandacat communis Grecia cauſam. 


The 


—— 2 


Scrays of Latin and Engliſh Ferſe, &. 17 


The old Tranſlation. 
Undaunted at their Boafts, I urg'd at large, 
: The common Cauſe of Greece | had in Charge: 


Paraph. Zoo! cried the D--1 to the Dead Pig. 
L ndaunted at your Threats, | gave you Charge, 
Nor fear d to Boo ! and Boo, and Boo, at large \ 


P. 8. Aſſes and Owls, unſeen, themſelves betray; 
When theſe attempt to hoot, or thoſe to bray. 


Dunces and e Owls, 0 brave ! n 
| 96 Ow!s, Dunc es Fools will bave. 
Dunces and Fools diſcover what they are, 
Whea oy diſcourſe, or thoſe in Print appear. 


2 and Fools, in Print themſetves expoſe, 
When theſe attempt to Rhine, or Rtaſon thoſe. 


Same Page nec Lex eſt juſtior ulla 
Quam Necis Artifices Arte perire ſui. 


Tranſſation. 
H--s ought to fall, for leading Youth aſtray, 
Foo cs, nur can there be a juſter Way. 


>, Pi. 11. Quiddignum tanto ferat hic promiſſor Hiatu? 
Parturiunt Montes! Naſcetur ridiculus Mus. 


Old Tranſlation. 
In what will all this Oftentation end? | 
'The Wy" ſcarcebrings forth aMouſe! 


| For all bis [4s Rin rh dur prod 


P. 13. Haudcontentus ei petii Tentoria Rb, 


4 Inque ſuis St Comiteſque * 


N 7 vx 0 


1 Scraps of Latin and Engliſh Verſe; &c. 


| Old Tranſlation. 
But not content with that, I forward roam; 
2d the Gerund-Grinder at his Loom, 
Pronounc'd his and his Advertiſement's Doom. 


— 


But not content with Boaſti 
And find the MAN, who fe: 
Same 


on you roam 
s your Doom. 


Page. | 
For ſhould we let you go, 


your forfeit Life, 
You'd risk again, 


to ſtir Pedantic Strife: 
you'd fly explore, 


Parapbraſe. 
For ſhould I ſpare you, once within a Tear, 
Tou'd flir more Nonſenſe into Print I fear; 
ainſs our wills, you'd plague us ver and ver, 
No, Scribler ! take thy Fate, and write no more. 


P. 4 Your Servant Mr. B. L—what! Mr. B. L-- 


very ignorant as not to know the Idioms of 
7 the learned and yet ſet up 
for a Teacher of . yea, and a Cxitick too 
prodigious Effrontery! your Loom, Rheſus, was 
certainly out of Order. 


Parapbraſe. 
Tour Servant Ar. Nobody ; what / Mr. Nobody 
„ - a2 1 0 yt AD; Somebody i: 

Maſter / pretend to be a Wit; yea, 
and Trader in Nees too ! prodigious Pa: 


fag? "Tur Head, Thea, is certamly out of 


P. = Ultra progrediens, Phrygia de Gente Dolona 
laterimo ; non ante tamen, quam cuncta coegi 


| Prodee, & edi, quid pers rt pare, 


rr | 
No, Coward ! take thy Fate! and skulk no more. 


Ire. 


23 


Scraps of Latin a Engliſh Jug, &c. 


ſlew 
till I had explor'd his Boſom, flew, 
— oo ny —üä Foes 


could do. 
Paraphr aſe. 
Then I the OS... Table blew, 3 


$00 3 
And all the Duſt ſrom off the Paper 

Not till I bad conſider d what -— 0 3 
P. 17. Think not, fly Dolon, you Ars . 
Paraph. Think not, Impoſtor, you can 
P. 18. Te! _— pudet atque 
ea ; ; 
Ut bona ſumma putes, aliens vivere quadr. 


Old Tranſlation. 
Thee ! who ftill ſham'ft not meanly to attend, 
And on another's Trencher to depend. 


Parapbraſe. 


, i t not vainly to offend, 
155 IE Charity depend. 


i the Dark, 
2 Againſt bright Cynthia howl and bark. 
Paraphraſe. 
Do aft ner maſs than hit the mark. ; 
P. 23. And ftill the more you ftrive t' appear, 
9 Tou re found to be the wretcheder. 
Fergie fe 
| more you ſtriwe t appear, 
ans = tink, the mare you H ir. 


Then , 
P 24 


is Limbs with Horror ſhook) 
n — Ou IM 


26 Scraps of Latin and Engliſh Ferſe, &c. 
« All this I've done, by H&&er's Words deceiv'd, = 
. *© Much did he promiſe, raſhly I believ'd: | 
* No leſi a Bribe than great Achilles” Car, 
F „ W that ſweep the Ranks | 
. War. 
Bold was thy Aim, and was the Prize, 
Ulyſſes, with a ſcornful Smile replies. 
Far other Ralers thoſe proud Steeds demand, 
And corn the Guidance of a vulgar Hand. 
Sternly be tpoke, and as the Wretch prepar'd, 
Wich humble Blandiſhment to ſtroke his Beard, 
Like Lightning ſwift the wrathful Falchion flew, 
Divides che Neck, and cuts the Slave in two. 


Paraphraſe 1. 
Then thus poor Thraſo, with a guilty Look, 


(Still as he ſpoke kept trembling for his Book) 
All this I writ, by Impudence deceiy'd;, | 


It 1 and 1 as much belie d. 
But, 


my Doom, I can behold from far, 
By H-th's ſwift Pen, which forms the Ranks of War. 


2d. Juſt was the Cauſe, againſt a pack of Lies, 
Which Men of Senſe, and Honeſty deſpiſe ; 


Who will but read, may quickly underſtand ; 
And learn to ſcorn the Thing! H--lm--s took in band 


3d. Juſlly be ſpoke, and as the Fool prepar d 
With Suit, and Cringes to be beard, 


The Pen; -- and pier d the Coxcombthr and thro'; 
And ſo to H--s adies ! adieu! adieu 


P. 25. Semper ego auditor tantum ? Nunquamne. 
reponam — Vexatus toties. —— 

Ol Tranſlation. 

Still ſhall 1 hear, and never quit the 


ſcore, 
Stun d with thy ſtupid Bombaſt o er and o hy 
ars. 


Swift from its Caſe, the pointed Weapon drew, 2 | 
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Par aphr aſe. 
Still do you dare te plague us more and more ? 
And att your Part of Nonſenſe, der and der? 
Same Page. 
Has Dolon's Ghoſt the Front to teaze us too? 


Parapbraſe. 
Has H--s the Impude nce to face us too ? 
P. 26. Such labour d Nothings, in ſoftrange a Stile, 
Amaze th Unlearn d, and make the Learned ſmile. 


Paraphraſe. 
* Scriblers, who do Boo's compile, 
Amare th Illit rate, and the Lit rate ſpoil. 
A LETTER to Mr. A. Heath. 
SIR, ' 

Bſerving your Name and Character to be very 

ſcurvily us'd in a Pamphlet, entitled, Patro- 
eluss Defence of Mr. Holmes's Greek Grammar, 
I was induc'd to beſtow an Hour or two's At- 
tention upon it; the Reſult of which is what 
follows. | | 

This Pamphlet, I believe, is one of the moſt ex- 

traordinary Performances that has appear'd in his 
ent Majeſty's Reign, whether we confider the 
of the e, Propriety of Diction, the 
beautiful Turns of Wit, the of its Satire, 
and above all, the Politenes with which the Au- 
thor treats his Opponents; in any, or all theſe 
Reſpects, | have not met with any modern Pro- 
duftion that will bear a Competition with that now 
under Conſideration. But leaſt ſome ſhould ſup- 
poſe, that I, out of Friendſhip to the Author, or 


22 Litter, I. To M. Heath. 

ſome other ſiniſter Views, exaggerate the Truth, 
and affirm more than I can prove, I muſt beg the 
Reader's Attention to a few Obſervations, from 
which it will appear as manifeſt as the Sun at Noon- 
day, that, with reſpeXt to this Author — None 
but biſelf can be bis Parallel. 
The firſt Thing to be admir'd in this little 
Pamphlet, is, the Ingenuity of the Author in con- 
triving the Machinery of this elaborate Piece. 
Homer, to add a Grandeur to his Poem, makes all 
the Gods and Goddeſſes in the Ethnic Pantheon, 
Parties on the one Side or the other, of the Com- 
batants. Virgil does the fame; and Afton, with 
the ſame View, and, in my Opinion, with a finer 
Addreſs, introduces all the Powers of Heaven and 
Hell, contributing, each of them in admirable 
Order, to the Managery and Conduct of the main 
Plot of the Poem. 
* Three Poets, in three diſtant Ages born, 
Greece, Raly, and England did adorn. 
4 The Firſt in Loſtineſs of Thought ſurpaſs'd, 
* In Majeſty the and in Both the laſt. 
* The Force of Nature cou'd no further go; 
* To make the Third, ſhe join'd the former Two. 
But our Author, with Amazement I ſpeak it, in 
the of a Sheet and a Half printed 
paper, the Defign of which is only to corrett a few 
Errata in a Greek Grammar, and anſwer fome 
wifling Cavils made to it, brings on the Stage 
ſome of the moſt famous Grecian Heroes, to rhodo- 
montade it moſt thraſanicaly over three diminutive 
Trojans, as with a wonderful Diſplay of Wit and 
Polite Satire, he is pleas'd to repreſent them. 80 
that Britain has the Honour of adding a fourth Star 
to the Conſtellation of 1zing Geniuſes. 

| Totheſe three Worthies Britain adds a Fourth, 
Great in his own opinionated Worth ; 
, the bright Rival of this triple Band, 
And boaſted Lord of all thraſonian Lan. But 
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ing his Plot and Fable, but he is Hh 
extraordinary Grammarian, and con 
torician ;, for theſe are Siſter Arts, and mutually 
on each other. But perhaps the Reader 
will ſcarce believe that a little petty Pedagogue, 
who ſtruts about like a Cock on a ill, on a 
Spot of Earth, in a Bye Corner of Norfolk, ſhould 
preſume to vaunt that he has wrote the moſt 
Greek Grammar that ever was, is, or will 

be; or, as he more emphatically expreſſes it in his 
Apology, That this Greet Grammar is every way bet- 
ter than any, and more comprebenſiyve than all. This 
is not only an Inftance of the Author's moſt won- 
derful Erudition, but of his unexampled Modefty. 
It may yet be objected, that an Author may ſay, 
and think all this of himſelf, and yet not a Tittle of 
it true. Let me fee, ſays the learned Critick, a 
Specimen of his Style and Language in his own 
Mother Tongue; for if he is not Maſter of this, 
how can he be ſufficiently skill'd in forming Rules 
for a Language he got by Art, and only retains by 
Memory ? Well then, that nothing may be left 
unſaid that ſerves to elucidate the juſt Encomiums 
due to our Author, and ſhew that he 
but 

in 


Mafter of Grammar in the 

too, read the following Paragraph i 

written by his ſuppoſed Friend, Patroclus, alias, 
himſelf. Speaking of the 

his Friend had met with, 


: words, we muſt 
believe, are ranged in exact Grammatical Order ʒ but 


fering his Name and Work to 'be traduced for 


24 Letter, L To Mr. Heath. 
the Adroitneſs of the Author confifts in | 
his Senſe in Words without Meaning, and writing 
in a Style which Nobody underftands but himſelf. 
Having confider'd the Excellence of this Writer, 


asa Grammaitian, let us next contemplate the Juft- 


neſs and Elegance ot his Style and Lan And 
here opens a large Field for Obſervation. There's 
ſcarce a Period in the whole Piece but aifords a 
Specimen — oy Abilities in this Reſpett. But I 
ſhall only give you a Taſte, by which you may 
jadge ofthe Goodneſs of the whole Deſſert. The 
fecond ph in the Dedication begins thus: 


Ihe Author of the Grammar is well known, and 


< reſpetted where-ever he is known; and yet has 
futter d his Name and Work to be thus traduced 
for above theſe eigh/ce» Months paſt, by theſe 
* deſpicable Wretches, in all Companies, where- 
ever they could get footing.” The firſt Thing 
that takes the Eye, in this Sentence, is the re- 
markable Modeſty of the Author, in filently ſuf- 


cighteen Months ſucceſſively. Could any Man, who 
had not the moſt abſolute Command of his Paſſi- 
ons, have endur d ſuch Uſage fo long, without 
his Innocence, and vi his Cha- 
rater from the ſcurrilous Compolitions of this triple 


Afiſchief-med'tating Band, as he wittily ftiles his 
— — When I read the infinite Li- 


tigations of the Learned, in Vindication of their 
Works, which they will not have lefſen'd in the 
minuteſt Particular, l am more and more aftoniſh'd 
at the Humility and ion of this Author, 
(who ſeems as ambitious as the beſt of them of 
writing for Eternity,) in ſuffering his Work to be 


| traduced, without a Word in his own Defence. It's 
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woul l certainly have done it, and have play d off all 
his Artillery in demoliſhing the Batreries of his 
confederate Antagon ſts. 

Another Beauty that ſhines in this Sentence, is 


the Connection of the Senſe. In the firſt Part he 


ſays, The Author of the Grammar is well kzown, and 
reſpeFed where-ever be is nun; and yet has been 
traduced in all anies where-ever theſe Wretches 
could Footing. I paſs by the elegant Ex- 

Mon of getting Footing in a C:mpany ; and on- 
54 obſerve how  lmirably the latter part of this 
Period, is illuſtrated by the former, and vice dera. 
It perhaps would puzzle a common LU nderftanding 
to conceive, how a Man can be traduc'dfor eighteen 
Months together in all Companies, and yet be re- 
ſpetted every-where and by all that know him, at 
the fame Time. But it's the peculiar Happineſs of 
this Author to be inimitable in all he does. 

I have had Occafion already to ſpeak in Com- 
mendation of this Gentlemans Modefty ; but as 
this is one of the moſt amiable Qualities in Man- 
kind, the Reader will, ſurely, pardon me for giv- 
ing another Inftance of this agreeable Diſpoſition 
in our Author. Mr. Ad7iſon, was really efteem'd 
one of the moſt modeſt, as well as thifamoſt ingeni- 
ous and learned Men of his Age. But what of that? 
may not Mr. Holmes, be as mode, as learned, and 
ingenious as he? Yes, why not ? And it they are 
both upon a Level in Character and Reputation, 
why ſhould not Mr. Hulmes treat his little barking 
Adverſaries as Mr. Addiſon did his? He may, and 
accordingly does uſe them in the fame Manner, 
and quotes him for his Precedent. 

. I could branch out my Panegyrick on this Gen- 
tleman into numberleſs Particulars, but ſhall avoid 
Prolixity, and only mention one more Accompliſh- 
ment, which 1 dare ſay, ab admired by 

as 


26 Letter, II. To Mr. Heath. 


as many as have been Readers of Patroclus's Defence ; 
I mean his ſurprizing Skill in Rbetorick. How hap- 
pily does he ftring his Adverbs ! where he ſays, 
7 P. 4. I. 11. in Defence of my over and over undeſer- 
[ vedly abuſed Friend. But when he attempts 
i the Satyrical Vein, what a Flood of pure, un- 
[| mixed Gall flows from his angry Pen! How ele- 
| gantly, how politely, how effectually does he ex- 
poſe his contemptible Adverfaries ! Take a Sample 
or two. DOLON is a ſwelling, prattling, empty, 
filly, Pedant, noted for nothing more than a dull inco- 
berent, Fifth of November Speech, tantum non, 
hiſs'd out of the Schools of Cambridge &c. RH E- 
SUS is a pedantic, fly, ſkulking, conceited, ſtuttering, 
halſ-bred T ROI AN, late @ Journeyman Weaver, 
aow a Circumforaneous Gerund-Grinder, &c. 

But the fineſt Flowers of his Rhetorick are ſtill be- 
hind: Look into P. 5. and you will fee a long Pa- 
ragraph inclos'd in Crotchets, containing fuch a 
Flow of Rhetorical Expreſſions, as l am periuaded he 
cou'd no where imbibe, but at one or both of thoſe 
i inexhauſtible Fountains of Oratory, Billinz/zate, 
* or Hoc tley in the Hole. Mark him; Tberſites is now at 
1 my Tent Door, calling out, Fill ap the Blank» ! Quar- 
i! ter-Staif and no Quarter! Thump em! Thump em 
&c. &c. Did the renowned Cicero expreſs himſelf 
| x with greater Energy in his Orations againft Catiline; 

| or Demoſthenes more vehemently inveigh againſt 
| Philip, the implacable Enemy of his Country? 

I could expatiate yet farther on the inimitable 
Talents of this Author, did I not apprehend | 
ſhould put his Modeſty to the Bluſh, or make him 
the Object of univerial Envy; neither of which 
would | do for the World. | ſhall there fore ſum up 
his Character in this conciſe Encomiaftic, That his 
Works and Actions ſhall ſpeak his deſerved Praiſe, 
{o long as he can handle either Pen or Birch. 
5 * Senſe, 


Letter, To Mr. Heath. 27 
« Senſe, Speech, and Meaſure, living Tongues 
and dead, 
Let all give way — and Holmes may ſtill be read. 
I am, 
SIR, 
Your moſt Humble Servant, 


Api! 1, 1738. Padagogus Maſtix. 


To Ms. Robt. Heath of Foulſham in Norfolk. 


Dear Sir ! 
T hath been juſtly obſery'd by an able Writer and 
great Wit, that Cenſure is a Tax that every one 
muſt paſt pay for being eminent! And thoſe ſenſe- 
leſs Clamours of your Adverſaries, with which the 
Oracle has of late abounded, have verified this to a 
Proverb in your own Perfon But, what I am 
{urpriz'd at, is, to find that a Gentleman ot your Senſe 
and Abilities, ſhould enter the Liſts with ſo obſcure 
a Race of Miſcreants! Wretches, who were never 
heard of out of the Bills of Mortality; and 
waoſe Names, | imagine, would never have made any 
Figure, but in a Seffion's Paper, had not you un- 
dertaken to drag them from Obſcurity, and polluted 
your own Writings by mentioning them. 

8 „according to all Accounts, is ſo noto- 
rious a Robber, that the moſt proper Perſon that 
cou'd be employ'd to write againſt him, wou'd be one 
who ſhould draw the Warrant tor his Execution. 
The other Creature (I mcan #--g/--4) has filch'd 
the Senſe of the following Couplec from L4. Buck- 
hurſt's Verſes upon Ld. Howard. 

I know your blund"ring way of Thinking; 
“ You've an Alacrity in Sinking. 


And according to the common Practice of Thieves, has 
| D 2 diſguis d 
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28 A FABLE. 
diſguis'd it, in order to make it paſs for his own, 
Soto compleat his Villainy, he has added Murder to 
his Theft. 
I am, 
Tour meſt dewnted, 


And m«ſt humble Servant, 
Miso Pr actazivs. 


To Mr. E -gl--d on his Poetry. 

Thy Verſes, like thy 's Works, are ſhewn, 
The beſt are ſtol'n, the worſt are all thy own 
S--mp--n's Thin-Stuff dilutes Heath's ftronger Senſe, 
And Buckb+rft's Aid props up thy Impotence. 
Apollo, or the Muſes never thed 
Their kindly Influence o'er thy empty Head; 

But Goddeis Dulne is claims thee all her own, 
Her ever deſtin'd, her acknowledg'd Son. 
That thou on Vellum ſhould'ſt employ thy Quill, 
Dulneſs e ex meant, and Fate intended ſtill; 
Why doſt thou, then, Maternal Fondneſs croſs, 
And court the Mues, when you ſhou'd engroſs ? 
Thus S--mp--x to proud Science vainly bent, 
(For Euclid never was his Element) 
From Boſworth's Plains a writing Inſect crawls ; 
And ſcorns his Loom, as thou thy Hackney Scrawls : 
Dark of your Selves, *©* unconſcious of a Blaze, 
You've yet the Knack toſhine by others Rays. 
Hence Fools admire, as Blockheads think the Moon 
Darts her own Light, ungilded by the Sun. 

M. P. 


A Fable inſcribd to Mr. Simpſon. 


I 

Once the proud Jay, (as eſop tell us) 
Trimming himſelf with borrow'd plumes, 
5corn'd to aſſociate withhis Fellows, 

Bot Peaceck's Quality aſſumes. 
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2 
Splendidly gay in this Attire 
mm the feather'd Race of Court, 
Whilſt ev'ry Owl gaze and admire, 
At what all others make their Sport. 


3 
But mark ! the ſtately Birds of Juno, 
Uncas'd him of his Cloaths, or rather, 
They all unanimous (as you know ) 
Reſum'd their own, unto a F 


4 
Say, Simpſon, is not this a hard Caſe, 
That thus, in ſtolen Splendor dreſt, 
The Thief ſhould thus uncaſe his Carcaſe, 
And have his Roguery ftand confeſt ? 


5 
The Application of this Fable, 
The Moral of the Story pray ? 
Each Child to tell you thar is able, 
Heath is the Peacock, thou the Fay. 
6 
The Jays long variagated Train, 
Gains an Admirer in each Owl ; 
The Caſtings of another's Brain, 
Procure the Fame from ev'ry Fol. 


7 
He, for his Pride and vain Conceit, 
Deſerv'd Contempt, 
But thou, for thy Triumphant 
Deſerv'it, unlucky Bird! the Gallows. 


MISO PLAGIARIUS- 


his Fellows; 


- 
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PokrICcAL MisCELLANIES. 


Mr. Parkinſan to * Mr. Tom Tell-Trath, alias Mr. 
Tom Simpſon. A Tre Take. 


OU know, to Town, youtrav'lling came, 
In queſt of Money, Friends, and Fame ; 
As yet, unus'd to Manners, Men. 

Soon where 1 liv'd, you found the Way, 
And there improv'd in Algebra ; 

In Rea} nig and Geom try too, 

And then for Fluxions- hie- g ede - hoo 

And us'd to ſay my Works could prove it, 

1 knew as much as Afr. Loveit, 

Or H— tb, who thus with Praiſe you'd cram im, | 
He has by Heart all Fuclid, d—n im! 1 
I Pity took of your Condition ; 

And calf d you Brother Math*matician ; 
Tour Hat you know between yeur Legs; 
Your Friend in favour of you begs : 
Where you was ftiFd outlandiſh Mortal, 
And ſerv'd an ugly Sight, for ſport, all. 
Your Friend, of the dociety, } 


Affurance gave o your Honeſty ; 
Petition'd hard, and made you tree. 
And now, by Aid of whom you're ſhown, 
Into a World before unknown ; 
Your Talons prun'd, and Face made white, 
And all Sir Hoecus ! out of Sight; 
You ſomething like a Chriſtian ſeem'd; 
Nor longer are a Pagan deem d. 
But juſt before I ſet this Gloſs- over, 
You look'd like a beatbenifh Philoſopber; 
Or THAT which keeps the Corn, will (car. 
The fearful Birds from coming near. 

And 


See his curious Tale in the Oracle for January, 1737 8. P. | 


ry 
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And won't you ſay; I thank you Friend, 
« Who kindly did Aſſiſtance lend? | 
* For. having furniſh'd out my need, 
J was enabled to pr 2 
Fluxions now ſown within your Brain, 
I foon d the teennng Grain: | 
You for the Crop took little Care, 12 
Yet now, you ſay, I have no Share; 
But what F've cheated you, you ſwear. 
Tis true | plow'd and till d the Soil, 
And us'd much Labour, Sweat, and Toil 
To quell the Weeds, and fit for Uſe, 
What could not of itſelf | 
Some Grain by FVermin were deſtroy d, 2 


But more by pilt'ring Hands employ d; 
'Twas but one Ear, that I enjoy d. 

This I improv'd to many more, 

And hoarded my promiſcuous Store. 
Againſt my Thrift, you borca Spight, 
And now, grown bold, invade my Right : 
To make the Allegory plain, 

You took what not grew in your Brain. 
And tho” Il brought you into Vogue; 

How gratefully you call me R——gue ! 
But after I fo kind had been, 
You fell in Love with Madam Gin; 
And ſpent on that vile dirty Jade, 
Reck'nings that have by me been paid. 
How often did you thus offend ? 
Ho often did you promite to mend? 
told you that th' inflaming B——cb, 


Wou'd twinge you with the C—p or 1—cb ! 
D'ye think it not a Thing uncommon, 
To teach Matt matics to'n old Woman ? 
As by the Gin-ſh p paſſing, I, 
AMathemaggots, heard th' old Dame reply; 
What is that Maſter, giving Dogs vomits ? 
Ob / no, "tis tracing of the Comet: / 
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Co but with me and learn, you ſaid ; 

Done! cries the Dame; I'll teal your Trade. 
The next News-——- after this was paſt, 
Was of your turning Author t laft ; 

But didn't conſult with me, firft, whether 
You might, with yours, print mine together : 
Wich mine, and more, you've taken Leave, 
And ſtrange y do the World deceive. 
Eagland, that plumey-pretty-Fellow 

In Fraud unripe, in Virtue, mellow ! 
Tranicrib'd to form, your Pickings, whence, 
You gape for Praiſe, he Praiſe and Pence; 
Hi Praiie, and yours, are much the ſame, 
Such as will d——n! his, and your Name. 


On Reading the Caveat to the Philomaths, in the 
Oracle for Jan. 1738. 


O ponder well, be not ſevere / 
' 


E learned all, both great and ſmall, 

Such as can read and write; 

When down you fit, read Eagland's Wit, 
*T willmake you better {— te. 


2 
His Song, you'll find, is well defign'd , 
And ſerves for Uſe complete; 
His Rhimes will ſe your Teeth an Edge 
When you've a mind tocat. 


3 
His Numbers flow, like Billows flow, 
His Diction, Saw and File ; 
His Stile a Hog, or Howling-Dog ! 
Which you may hear a Mile. 


4 
who, in balmy ſoft Repoſe, 
Wou d · lull, or fain be bleſt 
Lend both your Ears, you'll hear the Spheres 
Of Muſic play to Reſt. 


s | 


„ 


Mathematical Solutions. 3 


Prize Queſtion, in the Ladies Diary for 


the Tear 1738, anſwer'd. 


81 


Let FD=BA=a=16 Inches (The Nature of this Curve AFK 
being ſuch, that any Line, drawn from the Pole, as at P, cutting 
ebe Alymptote BC, to meet it ; the Diffance between the Aſymp- 
tote and the Cu taken on that Line, will be always equal to 
the Diſtance from that Point (A) where the Curve jp ins ts 

ate, and the Aſymptote at (B).) BP==b=24 Inchcs; and 
11 ? now £'s PEF and DMF being 
ihar, 

Say DM (S) MF(,/aa—xx): PE (4+x): EF (y) 

. x*x+a*>x 


Fluxion (or Second Fluxion of the former) is 
— — Xe =05 where & is made invariable 


a - an 
in the preceding Expreſſion. | 

By Reduction, x3 +3þx*—24*3==9. In Numbers, x37 20= 
i2288=0. Solv'd x=12.088, c. the Diſtance of the Fuune 
ot Inflexion (F) from the Aſymptote (BC) required. 


Queſtion I. anſwer'd, according to Mr. Bryant's Mithed. 

In the annex'd Scheme, let =AB=BC=CD=Da=8.75 
Chains; 2c==e/==fb==bg—g:=6 Chains; then it is evident 
= 3 Chains = Let Bz==x ? 


2 E. Say, 


Say by fimilor A's : : : x+c: . But 


To ＋ sI (by 47 Ec. 1.) or 
Tera . By Multiplication and Con- 
** 


traction x n by compleating the 
— — and extracting the Root, xx+cc,+xc=x/ UA. 282 

hence this lait Equation will become xx—6.25x——cc. 4 
by compleating the Q and extracting the Root, again; 
5 — 6562 $—ce : +3 125==4 or 2.25 (according to the 
Ambiguity of the Queſtion) whence the Area of the Rhombus or 
Garden ABCDA= — as ſhewn in the Oracle for Ja- 
euury 17378. XE. F. 


£ue#. WM. anſwered, fee the Oracle for Fe „which is a ge- 
reral Method for folving all Queſtions of that Kind ; if the £'s 
given be all above go. N.B. CD==40® : 58' whoſe Comp. is 

®.2', the Reader of the Oracle is deſitd to correct 

e Numbers there printed ; putting theſe inſtead. He is allo de- 
fired to correct with his Pen —8, in the Algebraic Equation . 6;, 
and make it +8, which anſwers true to the Solution. 


Due. VI. anſwer'd. 


Let Þ=253%3=25-2935228 Gallons of Rum letc remaining 
in the Cask. 

= de Quantity of Liquor drawn oſt, at each Time. 

A the Number of Te the drawing ott was re j and 


Let *= the Quantity of Neat Rum, at firſt in the C 


Then 


- 


* mmm unge  /1Aacu aa « X* 
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As & 2 : ; wy — 7 
, 


* * (the fourth or laſt drawing off. 
Whence it is evident that the Quantity of Neat Li | 
the Cask at any Time of Drawing off is aniverſally = xy 
ad to the Power of the Times of drnwing off divided by « 


rais'd to the ſame Power lefſen'd by Unity, 


Note, 
Now, the Yuantity at Liquor dr th each Quantity” *© 
4 the * at 8 — ery 1 each 
nantity of neat Liquor left in the Caik, at any Time of drawing 
if; from the Snentity bes, cach preceding Time. Thus, 


4 
ly, there will J 27.516 
be neat Rum } 18 467 


drawn off 


Left at laſt 25.293 added 
Gallons in all 124.67. Z. 
Lech. Iv. 1 


af » 
& \ 7 Se? 
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* 


A" Yard. 


uf. of the Mountain's Height = 119 k 
Ja ec aunt rar Ray =O 


In | & ? * 
— 1 — =? 64.68, & 
3-68 


Mountain, and not as given | | 
* | 


in the Orgcle. for 1737) — 
w the Ferſed Sine of x Segment of 
whole Ad of the 
ASCE of the whale ace) 
. when Half his Body — , 
Parts, then the 


"I 
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